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earthly nature could not follow. He gazed at
her as if she were some angelic vision; and
deep from his heart there rose an intense
longing for love bright as the stars and
immutable as eternity. He felt as if for such
a love he could have suffered a thousand
torments, died a thousand deaths.

Then a twinge of violent bodily pain brought
him back to the present.

Mariota turned to him. " You are weary/'
she said, more sympathetically than had
been her habit; " but, for your pleasure,
know I retract my every execration of your
doctor/3

Ludovick's thin face flushed. " Sweet
Love," he said, "I am rejoiced that you
approve him; and you will not rail at me if I
tell you I could not trust him more entirely
were he my own brother. Never have I
known a mind noble as his ; he has the vigour
of a soldier, the wisdom of a sage, the manners
of a courtier, the graces of a poet. He can
soothe me when I am angry, inspire me when I
am weary, divert me from pain; and give me
hope to rise above all weakness/'

Mariota smiled. " In sooth," she said,
** almost I could be jealous of your phoenix of
physicians! "

Then Ludovick swept her into his aims
with sudden vehement passion. "Oh, my
Love," he said, " my own, my only Love."